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	1. Chapter 1

ANOTHER STEP ON THE PATH Chapter 1: Truth

"Eat your sundae, Judy. Just remember that you'll have to jog another ten or fifteen miles to make up for the caloric intake," Nick said.

Judy glared at the fox. "You lost the bet, you pay for my dessert. And I chose the strawberry sundae. Grin and bear it, foxie boy."

"If I'd known a bit more about you **_before_** I made that bet…"

The rabbit grinned and struck a pose. "It's called a hustle, sweetheart," she said, then giggled. "Besides, it's not as though I won't share. You can always get a second spoon and join me."

"No thanks, I'll just stick with my catnip tea, thank you."

"Now the other half of your debt…"

"Four. And the last one was nine years ago."

"Nine years ago? You'd have been…"

"As old as you were when we met."

"Ok, name them."

"Must I?"

"You bet a sundae and full disclosure. Unless you'd like to go back on the 'honesty' deal we made."

"There are some matters that should remain … 'classified', Carrots."

"This could be covered under 'for official use only', don't you think?"

"You never give up, do you, Carrots?"

"When I'm hot on a case, no."

"Even when the 'case' is me?"

"Especially when the 'case' is you, Nick. Right now, after my Dad's 'little' stunt and our subsequent argument, I haven't got much else to focus my 'off duty' time on."

"I didn't mean for you to break with your family, Judy. I know how much they mean … err … meant … to you," Nick said, his ears flattening slightly.

"Telling you that mom and I died during the outbreak? I'd think you'd be the last person willing to forgive him for that."

"It's not how I feel about the matter – it's how much he, and your mother, mean to you that's important…"

"Stop. You are more important to me right now than my parents. And if Dad can't handle the idea of me getting 'involved' with a member of a different species, well…he can take a flying leap at a rolling donut."

"As I understand it, you're the only one to do that. For which I am most grateful," Nick said, his ears moving to a more relaxed position.

"That reminds me – I have to call Fru-Fru and find out how her daughter is doing."

"Helps to have friends in high – and low – places."

"Amen to that, Nick. And you can thank your lucky stars that I had that connection."

"Or we would **_both _**have been iced – I haven't forgotten."

"Have you forgotten the second half of our bet?"

"That's not fair, Carrots. You knew you didn't so much as date a single buck rabbit in high school or college."

"And you thought I was **_much _**more popular than I was."

"The way **_you _**look? There must have been a large number of dumb bunnies – all male – out there if they ignored you. You showed me photos of you in High School – and when you were at that Ag College. You were one **_hot _**bunny doe."

"You aren't that bad yourself, now."

Nick sighed. "A bet's a bet. Number one was in High School. I had a crush on her, she was … well … she was a cheerleader and bright as a whip, not to mention being a … very hot … looking vixen. She liked me, but she liked money a bit more."

"It did not end well?"

"No, it did not. At least, not for me. There was an older tod that Karen Winters met when she went to college. He managed a hedge fund at BlackFox International."

"And you were just at the chicken stealing level."

"Whereas any chickens he stole, he stole the whole farm to get. His name was James Wilber Foxworth."

"And you learned this, how?"

"She invited me to dinner at their home after she married him. She didn't bother to tell me that she was married – I was caught rather flat footed. She was showing off her success, and rubbing my nose in it."

"Still a bit angry about it?"

"Only a little. The best revenge is living well and I am a firm believer in the river theory of revenge."

"Oh, what is that?"

"If you sit by the river long enough, you will live to watch your enemies float by … face down." Nick grinned a feral grin. "I'll forgive anyone, once I've seen them twisting, slowly twisting in the wind."

"Have you kept in touch?"

"No. I haven't seen or spoken to her in … at least ten years. She sent me a note when she went off to get her nursing degree – I didn't keep the note, and I never replied. Number two was someone I met when I was at Junior College."

"I didn't know you got a degree…"

"I didn't. There were some cute vixens at J.C. Think of it as high school with ash trays. I went there to go fox hunting – every day. Female foxes. One of whom was Harriet Richardson. And … well … she kept her tail up and to one side. That was rather important to me at the time but the side effects of that attitude … well."

Judy grinned past another mouthful of ice cream and syrup. "Meaning? I could baffle you with bunny burrow country slang – so …"

"Think about it, bunbun. 'Up and to one side'. What does that expose?"

"Euphemisms, Nick? I thought you were going to be completely honest."

"Honest doesn't mean diving into the gutter."

"As in, 'get out of the gutter, you're blocking my snorkel'. Ok, I'll let it pass. Did you keep in touch with her?"

"No. We broke things off by mutual consent. I believed – and still do – in monogamy. She didn't. Flirting is one thing, but …"

"Number three?"

"Number three was Janet Louise Stewart. That lasted all of six months, eleven years ago. She was a stripper, and, well, I couldn't really handle _her _ideas on relationships either. Number four was Katrina Ivanov – she was the cutest arctic fox I ever saw. Blue eyes, a snow white coat, and a scent with range and striking power – drove right into the pleasure centers in the midbrain – and, sadly, she had a heart as cold as a Tundratown ice cube. I was a good enough lover, until someone better – and richer – came along." Nick sighed and shook his head from side to side. "We parted ways and that was the last vixen I was involved with."

"Darn. If it weren't for bad luck, you'd have had no luck at all in your love life."

"Actually, Carrots, I think I've had pretty good luck. You've heard the Ratful Flatts song, **_Bless the Broken Road_**_?_"

"Is that the one that ends '_That God blessed the broken road, That led me straight to you._'?"

"Yes."

"Oh, Nick. That's incredibly sweet!"

"Sweets for the sweet, Fluffy. Sweets for the sweet."


	2. Chapter 2

Chapter 2: Speak of the Devil

Nick sat with his back to the wall sipping on his tea. It had been a good night, despite losing his bet with Judy. _How could I have known that she was so focused as to have never had a boyfriend while in school? It just didn't stand to reason. It's a good thing that I didn't bet more than a sundae and an answer to an honest question._ He shook his head, as if to clear it of a fog, then glanced around the Coffee and Tea shop.

_I'm the only fox – let's see now…five, six, two more wolves by the window for eight wolves, three mid-size cats. Not a bad business for what? Eleven p.m.? At the edge of Foxtown. All preds, not that __**that**__ is much of a surprise. _He checked his watch. _Scratch that – eleven fifteen._ He rubbed his cheek, where Judy had kissed him. _If I hadn't been so upset over losing that bet, I'd have let her kiss me on the mouth. I think. It's still so hard trying to figure out just __**what**__ I really want out of our relationship. Partner? Friend? _He swallowed. _Lover?_ _It was so much simpler when I just wanted to make the next monetary score. But I wouldn't be honest if I didn't admit that Judy has become important to me. Heck, I even gave up grifting and took an honest job to be close to her. I have really got to decide what I want out of this._ He lifted the cup. _But what I __**need**__ right now is a refill._

As he stood waiting for his catnip tea, someone opened the café door behind him; the breeze at their back brought their scent to him – thick, musky, and moreover, familiar vixen's scent. Nick turned, "Hello … Karen? Karen Winters?"

The vixen's eyes dilated. Her eye-to-eye gaze was a predator-on-prey stare. "Nick – Nicholas Wilde?"

"It's been a few years, hasn't it? What brings you into my neighborhood tonight?" Nick asked.

"Tea, and sympathy?" the vixen purred.

"Wilde, your tea is ready!"

Nick turned back and picked up his tea. "I'll be over there, by the wall," he said, and strode back to his protected spot. _Now why the heck did I do that? Invite trouble to my table. Why? Am I losing it?_

Normally quick witted, with always a clever turn of phrase ready to deflect trouble, he was at a loss for words. He was still trying to recover his wits when the vixen settled in opposite. Nick coughed, clearing his suddenly phlegm clogged throat. "You're looking … good."

The vixen laughed softly. "You're still the same flatterer you were years ago, Nicky. I look like hell."

"No, no, really, you're looking …" Nick stopped and shook his head as if trying to clear a fog. No, there was a fog. In his thinking. He took a deep breath, in through the nose, and nearly gagged. It was the vixen's scent – heavy, musky, and pheromone laden. "The last ten years have been kind to you."

The vixen's laugh this time was more of a bark. "I've put on weight, my fur has lost much of its gloss, and the fur on my tail is thinning. You, on the other hand, look to be in fine health – your fur is glossy, thick, and there's still that 'twinkle' in your eyes. You know – the one that you always had when you were hatching some new hustle."

"I've moved beyond hustles, Karen. You have your tea," he said, pointing with his muzzle at the vixen's tea. "So why do you need sympathy? When last we met, you owned a house, you had a rich husband, your life was set."

"James and I are separated."

"I'm sorry to hear that."

"No, you're not. You never were very good at lieing about your feelings," Karen said. "It's been a year now. We always seemed to have money problems – I found out that he was keeping several vixens 'on the side'. The last straw was when the market crashed – he moved one of his mistresses into our home; he wanted me to take care of their kits."

"That must have been … difficult," Nick managed. _Why am I so slow right now. It's like I'm trying to talk while drowning in molasses!_

The vixen reached out to take Nick's hands in hers. "It has. James has several properties in other cities – as well as a townhouse here in the Tundratown district. He's letting several of his other mistresses stay in them … rent free," Karen said, her muzzle curling up in a snarl as she spat out the last two words.

"I … don't know what to say," Nick said.

"Just let me talk. We need to reconnect. Do you have your cell phone with you?"

"Yes."

"What's your number – where are you staying? I thought I'd find you eventually. What have you been doing with yourself?"

"I've a small apartment – I'm with the ZPD now."

"You? A law enforcement officer?"

"Yes, me, a street LEO. As to the phone – I don't think I should do that. It's a department phone – strictly for official use. You understand?"

"How can I get in touch with you?"

"Take my card," Nick said, fishing out one of his ZPD officer cards. "A message at that number will get to my desk. There's voice mail in case I'm outside the station. But it's late, so I'd best be getting back to my apartment."

"Can you at least let me see where it is?"

"I don't think that would be a good idea, Karen. I'm in the ZPD, and it isn't always safe to know me."

"Oh…I hadn't thought of that," the vixen said, a slight whine in her voice, as the fox stood and scooted out of the café (careful to take his tea with him, of course).

#

Nick stared at his phone. _I should call her. My toes, fingers and nose are tingling. And it's not the right time of year for the scent of a vixen to do that to me – it has to have been "technically augmented"._ _Nuts! I should call whoever's on night dispatch about this one._ The idea of having to explain the situation – and the reason for his concern – to whoever was on night dispatch decided him. He pressed Judy's speed dial icon.

The phone rang eight times. "Come on, Judy, pick up – pick up for…"

"Wha?" Judy's answer was slurred.

"Judy, it's me, Nick. We've got to talk."

"Do you know…what time **_is _**it? It's past midnight!"

"This is important, Judy. We need … no, **_I _**need to talk to you. Now. Not tomorrow, not an hour from now. Now. Please?" a whine crept in to Nick's voice at the last word.

"What is it, Nick? Nightmares?"

"Not while sleeping. I think I've been drugged. I am not sure how – but I think I've been drugged and I need help."

"Nick, it's been months since we broke up the Night Howler case. And unless you're getting worried about your catnip tea habit…"

"No. It's not that. It's something different – it's a vixen."

"Nick? I thought…"

"I'm drunk – not from alcohol, but from the scent of a vixen, I think. And it is **_not _**the right time of year to be happening."

"Are you just imagining…"

"I am **_not _**imagining it. I need someone … I need to get to an emergency room, and have blood tests."

Judy yawned. "You have no sense of the time – why do you need me? Or anyone else, for that matter?"

"This is embarrassing, and I really need you to come with me. Please?"

"You owe me, for this, foxie. Ok, I'll be at your apartment in fifteen minutes."

"Thank you – you're a life saver, Judy."

#

Emergency rooms have a certain scent to them, of both disinfectant and disease. This night was a slow night – only the usual selection of sick children, worried parents, and a smattering of individuals too poor for regular doctors. A quick flash of badges expedited service. So Officer Nick Wilde found himself being prodded and poked, while Lieutenant Judy Hopps stood by, studiously refraining from any comment. The lab work was also expedited, but it was still well past two thirty in the morning before the product of the prodding, poking, and blood sampling was made clear.

"Good morning, officer Wilde," the otter doctor said. "My name is Wilberforce – Doctor Joseph Wilberforce, and you are a very interesting case."

Nick exchanged looks with Judy, then sighed. "Please tell me that I'm not imagining how I feel right now…"

"Of course. The nasal swabs show sufficient quantities of pheromones, together with high enough blood concentrations to seriously affect your cognitive abilities," Wilberforce said. "Your blood tests showed forty-eight micrograms per liter concentrations of vulpanamine – more than sufficient to impair judgement."

"Laymen, please, doctor?" Judy said.

"Vulpanamine is an artificial female vulpine pheromone – it's made your friend here 'stupid'. He's thinking with something other than his brain," Wilberforce said.

"I do wish people wouldn't talk about me using the third person in my presence," Nick said, taking a deep breath.

"I would advise against driving or using heavy equipment for at least the next twenty-four hours, officer Wilde. Please note, officer Hopps – I'll be writing up my evaluation for your department's use before you leave."

"Thank you very much, doctor. But what caused this … ah … 'dosing'?" Judy asked.

"It's most easily distributed as an aerosol – your partner just had to breathe it in. First effects would have been within less than five minutes, given his body weight and his blood concentrations."

"Judy – I told you it wasn't just my imagination. My fingers and toes are still tingling…"

"That," Wilberforce said, turning to face Wilde instead of Hopps for the first time, "is a good indicator to you as to when you might consider driving again. Twelve hours after the tingling stops…"

"Twelve **HOURS**!?" Nick bellowed.

"Please, officer Wilde! Volume?" Wilberforce said. "We see this from time to time here – we're close enough to Foxtown to pick up a few of the date rape cases."

"Date rape? Me?" Nick whined.

"The artificial pheromone isn't something used lightly. But it does have valid medical uses – for treatment of vulpine male … sexual performance issues."

Nick's muzzle wrinkled. "I. Do. Not. Need. It."

Judy reached up and patted Nick on the shoulder. "That's ok, partner." She turned back to the doctor. "Other than his involuntary drugging problem, he's ok?"

"Yes, officer Hopps. Although your superiors might decide to … restrict … his activities to desk duty for the next day or two, just in case."

"Desk duty? Oh my stars and garters!" Nick said.


	3. Chapter 3

Chapter 3: Immediate Aftermath

"You don't have to 'tuck me in', Fluffy," Nick said, as Judy pulled the blanket up, folded the top two inches over and neatly tucked the sides in under the mattress. "You **_really _**didn't have to do this," he managed to squeak.

"Nonsense. You're my **_partner_**. Besides, this way I can be pretty certain that you aren't going anywhere. And I can sleep well enough on your couch."

"I can barely breath – you've tucked the blankets in so tight…"

"No you don't! No guilt-tripping, mister."

"I wasn't trying to guilt-trip you, Carrots. But if you loosened up a bit…"

Judy leaned over, grabbed both of the fox's ears, and kissed him. Nick closed his eyes and relaxed into the kiss – until a little bunny tongue slipped into his mouth. His eyes snapped open and he started to struggle; Judy pulled back immediately. "Would that be enough of a start towards 'loosened up a bit'?"

"That is **_not _**what I meant, Carrots,"

"Oh? Then you should have been careful as to your wording. If you don't tell me **_exactly _**what you want, how can I be sure if I'm doing the right thing?" she asked, striking a pose. "I may be just a dumb bunny…"

"But you do know how to 'multiply'. Judy – the teasing is nice, sometimes. But right now, it's … rubbing me raw. I know you mean well, but I'm on such a roller coaster right now with that 'stuff' in my system…"

"Ok, I'll stop teasing. But think about this for a moment – it's not always going to be just a tease. I do love you," she said, as she turned and left the stunned fox in his bedroom.

Chapter 4: Mondays are what Sundays Threw Up

"Everyone, quiet down. Three items on the agenda this morning," Chief Bogo said, as he put on his reading glasses and slid them down his muzzle just a few inches to bring the fine print into focus.

"First, we have a new set of recruits. I'd introduce them, but as I've said before, I just don't care. Next, due to a minor medical problem, one of our patrolmen will be reassigned to Records for today. That means you, Wilde."

"But…"

"Shut up, Wilde. Finally other assignments…" Chief Bogo quickly ran through the list, handing out case files to the teams, until only Hopps, Wilde and one new recruit were left. "Hopps, you and … what's your name again?"

"Reynolds, sir," the new recruit said. He was a tall, thin, canid, of some indeterminate breed with a beige coat and a black "star" on his forehead.

"Yes. Hopps, you will act as Patrolman Reynolds' training officer – for today only. There's been a homicide reported on Pine Street, near the tram station. Francine is the OIC until you get there – she's already pulled a double shift, so take over and let her go home. You know the drill, protect the scene until the scientific investigations people have had their 'fun', and **_don't move the body until the coroner has examined it in situ!_**"

"I would never do that, sir," Hopps replied.

"I know you wouldn't – you're a good cop. But I would rather repeat the instruction, **_just to make sure_****, **Lieutenant. Just to make sure," Bogo said. "And you, Wilde – you have your orders. Move!" he finished, then turned and walked out.

After Bogo left, Wilde on his heels, Reynolds swallowed. "Ma'am? Is the Chief like that every day?"

Hopps giggled. "No. He was in a good mood today. C'mon, let's get down to the garage and get our car." She grinned up at the taller LEO. "Welcome to ZPD."

#

Wilde had just started "reorganizing" in Records when Chief Bogo stomped in. "Good morning again, Chief. And to what does this humble file clerk owe this visitation from one of the High Lords of the ZPD?" Nick was smiling, but only with his mouth.

"Can it, Wilde. Something came up – that has City Hall up my tail and, Lord help us, you are the only 'unassigned' officer available. That the officer in question has numerous connections to, dare I say it, some of the less reputable elements of our society is a 'plus'."

Nick took a deep breath, then sneezed. "Sorry, Chief. Some of these files are dusty, and…"

"Can it, Wilde."

Nick bit back what he **_wanted _**to say, and spoke politely (for once). "Ok, sir, just what do you need me to do?"

"There's a new variety of porn hitting the Net; and given your 'connections', I'm assigning you to view what samples have 'popped up' with an eye to identifying the producers and such of the 'performers' as you can manage."

"You're telling me that my **_job _**for the next few days is going to be to sit around **_watching pornographic videos?_**"

"I know this is breaking your heart – but what City Hall wants to know is who is producing this crap, and who is performing in it, and **_shut this business down_**."

Nick managed to keep a straight face. "Who will I see…"

Bogo handed him a case file. "You'll see Anderson in Scientific Investigations – the Computer Crimes people stumbled on this…well…I won't foul the air with what I think of this kind of video. It's your top priority until this is settled or until I change my mind."

"Yessir!" Nick snapped to attention; Bogo sighed, and stomped off muttering._ I might have to explain this carefully to Judy later, but it should be worth a few laughs. And seeing her blush might be worth it – although I shouldn't tease her about her innocence. At least not __**too**__ much._

#

Nick sauntered in to the computer crimes lab and made a beeline for Candace Anderson, an arctic fox. He slid in behind her and rested his muzzle on the specialist's shoulder. "How is the most attractive arctic fox in Civil Service, today, Candi?"

Anderson sighed. "I enjoy the flattery – but it won't get you anywhere special, _today_. Bogo called ahead to tell me that you'd be the poor sot given this assignment," she said, spinning around to face Wilde.

"Poor sot? Me?"

"Yes. But you'll agree with me after you view the three videos we've found so far."

"Fill me in – I've just been told that there's some new form of porn that popped up," he said, pulling out his notepad and pen.

"ADA Carolson was surfing the net, and the first video popped up…"

"Janet was surfing for _porn_**?**"

"ADA Carolson was using the net at her home. I took her laptop, and found malware that was designed to both act as a remote control device and to download files from the 'Dark Web'. We entered the laptop hard drive into evidence. Here's the record number," she said, handing Wilde a slip of paper.

"I viewed the video myself, and verified that the file had been downloaded by the malware. A copy of the file, complete with the metadata, was moved to an isolated system. You'll be using that system to view the evidence yourself."

"Ok, you're going to go all 'official' on me, Candi. What's so special about this video? I've seen porn before…"

"Not like this, you haven't, Nick. Believe me."

#

It was two hours that Nick never wanted to repeat. But he had, with Candi's help, enough screen shots to begin trying to identify the "actors" and "actresses" in the three videos that they'd found … so far.


	4. Chapter 4

Chapter 4: Moments of Transition

Nick settled into the couch. It had been a hard day; harder than he'd expected. The oversized beer mug sat in front of him on the coffee table, condensation dripping down the glass sides. He picked it up, careful not to spill any of the 32 ounces of hard cider in the mug.

A knock at the door stopped him, with the mug halfway to his lips. "If it's you, Judy, you've got keys."

He set the mug down waiting. The door opened, and Judy Hopps bounded into the room. "I am **_so _**glad that this day is over, Nick. It was **_rough_**."

"Tell me about it, Judy," Nick said, and proceeded to guzzle a third of the contents of his mug.

"Whoa! Nick," Judy said, pulling the mug away from the fox. "No answers in the bottom of the bottle, remember? We'll be back together tomorrow – it was just…"

"It wasn't being away from you, Jude. It was … what I saw."

Judy looked up at the ceiling. "Overacting? Records couldn't have been **_that _**bad. Although the dust must have done a real number on you – your eyes are bloodshot."

"I wasn't in Records, I was redirected to SID – the computer lab."

"You? In with the techies? What could you do?"

"I watched." Nick shuddered, and put his head between his legs.

"Watched what?"

"Interspecies sex videos."

"And **_you_** are broken up over some porn videos? Foxie, have you suddenly become the innocent? Mister cynic?"

Nick buried his muzzle in his ventral fur; his mumbled reply was incomprehensible.

Judy reached out, put her paws on either side of the fox's muzzle, and gently lifted. "I had to take charge of a secondary rape-murder scene of a vixen. She was wearing a Hawaiian shirt, and her pants were pulled down around her ankles. She'd been penetrated anally with a foreign object, and her throat cut; the perp held her down with a knee to the middle of her back while she bled out. We haven't located the primary crime scene, yet. And you're upset because you had to watch some people having sex?"

"It wasn't just interspecies sex. The females in each case were 'killed' on camera. The special effects were **_really _**good – it looked **_real_**. The last one was of a fox male raping a rabbit female; the doe looked enough like you to be one of your sisters. When he was done raping her, he bit down on her neck, tore out her throat; while the blood was still pumping, he took a large knife and opened her up from nape to navel and pulled out her intestines."

Judy took a deep breath. "Ok, I can understand how you would find that … disturbing. But it was just a video, right? Just someone's special effects. Not real."

"But it really **_looked _**real." He shuddered. "Worse was that until the scene with the fox and the rabbit turned rough I was aroused."

Judy giggled. "Wishful thinking, Nick?"

"Ok, I probably deserved that comment. But … honesty, remember? I think you're beautiful. So until it got rough, I was 'turned on'. When it turned rough, I got sick. When it was over – complete with the violent end, which I **_had _**to watch … I threw up into a waste basket."

"Well, in that at least, you weren't alone."

"Oh?"

"Yeah – the newbie puked himself dry when he saw the dead vixen. He did get clear of the area, though, so he didn't contaminate the scene. I gave him the 15.07s to fill out with what we found."

"Did you ID the victim?"

"Not yet. You can help me with the canvas tomorrow. You do 'know everyone' after all. And I don't have the contacts in 'Foxtown'. In the meantime…" she looked at the still half full mug and frowned. "Can we do without the hard cider? And have you even eaten anything, yet?"

Nick sighed. "Ok, I'll put it back in the 'fridge. And no, I haven't."

"Then clean up a bit, and we're going to go out to dinner. My treat."

"If you're paying, I can manage to eat something…"


	5. Chapter 5

Chapter 5: Moments of Revelation

"Wilde – you're back with Hopps, working the vixen rape-murder. Reynolds, you get to take over from Wilde with Anderson in SID; Wilde can show you were the computer lab is and introduce you around. Fangmire, Francine…"

Wilde tuned out the remainder of the assignments. _At least I don't have to look at any more of those sick videos._

#

"All right, everyone … hit the streets. And stay safe out there!" Bogo said, turned, and headed back to his office.

Nick turned to Judy. "Ok, first I need to look at the crime scene photos…"

"They're pretty grim…"

"I'm sure they are – while you're getting that together, I'll take the newbie down to see Anderson, and then I'll be heading over to the morgue."

"The **_morgue?"_**

"Yeah – to con the coroner into giving us more information, **_before _**she files her official report," Nick said. "I **_think _**I can convince her to …"

Judy looked up at the ceiling. "You're going to hustle 'her'."

"Hey, it's what I **_do _**Carrots. And it's not as though I'm going to offer her anything…"

"Except you're going to try and swindle her…"

"We're on the same team, Carrots. I just want to move us a bit closer to the head of the line. There's **_always _**a backup on autopsies – that's why there are the coolers, and that is also why the place smells so rank. Remember what you did the first time you had to go there?"

"How did you find **_that _**out, Nick?" Judy asked.

Nick smirked. "Just by being nice to the coroner."

Judy rolled her eyes. There were times when Nick's shenanigans were useful. Then there were times when they were just irritating.

#

Nick stared at the cadaver in front of him. Then he turned away, pulled out his cell phone, and hit Judy's speed dial. It only took three rings. "We don't need to canvas the neighborhood to ID the victim. I know her – her name is Karen Winters."


End file.
